Pericles PriaeeofTyre. 

Thou faycft true yfaith, fo they mull, for your 
Bndegocs to tliatwithfhame, which is her way to goewith 

BohU. Faithfomc doe,androm£ docnot JnitMiftreilc 
ir I haue bargaind for the ioynt* 

Band. Thoumaiftcutaniorfelloffthefpit, 

Bohlt. Imayfo* 

Baptd^ Who fliould denic it f 

Come young one, I like the manner of your garments 
well. 

BohIL I by my faith, they lhall not be changd yet. 

Batid. ^^/^//,fpcnd thou that in the towne: report what 
a foiournerwe haue, youle loufc nothing by cuftome. 
When Nature framde this peecc, fhee meant thee a good 
turne, therefore (ay what a parragon flie is , and thou haft 
the harueft out of thine ownc r^ort. 

Boult. I warrant you Miftrelfe, thunder (hall not foa- 
wake the beds of Eclcs,as my giuing out her beautie ftirs 
vpthe lewdly enclincd,lle bring home feme to night* 
Baud* Come your wayes,foIlow me. 

Mart. Iffires be hote, kniues lharpe,or waters deepe, 
Vntide I ftill my virgin knot will keepc. 

Dw«4ayde my purpofe. 

Baud. What haue we to doe mth Diana ^ pray you will 
Kougoe with vs? 

Exit^ 


Enter C Icon, and D ionize. 

Dion^ Why ere you fooli(h,can it be vndonc? 
Cleon. O DioniKutfixch a peece of (laughter, 
"he Sunne and Moone nere lookt vpon* 

Dion* I thinkc youIc turne a chidle agen* 


Cie^ 
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Verkles Priffce $f T )re. 

Cleon, Were I chiefc Lord ofall this fpadous world, ide ' 
giue it to vndo the dccdc.O Ladle much Icifc in blond then 
vcrtiie,yct a Princes to egiiall any finglc Crowne ath earth- 
ith luftice of compare, Ovillainc 3 L<f«wW whom thou haft 
poifnedtoo, if thou hadfl drunkc to him tad beene a 
kindnclfe becomming well thy face, what canft thou (ay 
when woh\c Vericles (hall deraaund his child? 

Dion. That (hee is dead, Nurfes arc not the fates to fo- i 
ftcrit,noteucrto preferucjlliedidcat nighf,Ile(ay fo, who 
can erode it vnldfe you play the impious Innocent^, and 
for an honeft attribute , crie out (hee dyde by f'oule 
play. 

Cle* Ogoetoo,wcll,weIl,of all the faults beneath the 
heauens, the Gods doe like this word. 

Dion* Be one of tho(c that thin kes the pettie wrens of 
Tharfus will flic hence, and open this to Pericles ,\ do fliamc 
to thinkeofwhata noble ftraineyouarc#, and ofhow co- 
W'ardalpirit* . . ^ . 

Cle* To (uch proceeding who eucr but his approba- 
tion added, though not his prince confent, he did not flow 
from honourable coiirlcs. c j 

Dion* Be it (b then, yet none docs knowc but you 
how flieccamc dead, nor none can knowc Leonine being 
gone. Shcedid difdainc my childc,and ftoodc betweene 
her and her fortunes : none wouldc looke on her, but 
caft their gazes on face , whilcftrurs was blur- 

i 'ted at, and hcldca Mawkin not worth the time of day* 
Itpierftme thorow,and though you callmy courfc vn- 
natural!, you not younchilde well louing, yet I findc it ^ 
greets mec as an cn terpr izc of kindnclfe performd to your 
iblc daughter. r : ' j 

C/a Hcauen s forgiuc it. 

Dion. And as for Pericles y what (hould hee fay,we w’cpt 
after her hcarfc,&yct we mourne,hcr monument is almoft 
fin£(hcd,& her epitaphs in glittring goldccharadcrs expres 
^ Gx agene- 


